TRANSFIGURATION

IN the autumn of 1914, Baron Friedrich Michael
von G., an officer in a dragoon regiment, was killed in
action at Rawaruska, Among the papers in his desk at
home was found a sealed packet which contained the
following story. The relatives of the deceased, judging
by the title and by a fugitive glance at the text, regarded
it as a first attempt at fiction, and handed it over to me
for examination, with authority to publish it if I thought
fit. My own belief is that it is not a work of fiction at all,
but an account of actual experiences. I therefore publish
it as a human document, making neither alterations nor
additions, but concealing the author's identity.

It suddenly occurred to me to-day that I should like
to write an account of my experiences during that queer
night, so that I might be able to survey the whole course
of events in their natural sequence. Ever since this fancy
seized me, I have been dominated by an inexplicable
impulse to pen the record of my adventures, although I
doubt whether I shall find it possible to give an adequate
impression of the strangeness of the occurrences. I have
no artistic talent, no practice as a writer. My only
attempts at authorship have been one or two humorous
trifles written during my school days. I do not even
know whether a special technique has been worked out
in such matters; whether the aspirant to authorship can
be taught the best way of producing a coherent account